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you. Let me see the man and if there are such papers I'll get him
to show them to me. And if I say it's on the level then you can fork
out the money." I thanked him and said it was very nice of him.
He told me to go to the appointment, then he would come into the
bar a little later, walk to the lavatory and I was to follow him in a few
minutes. Having had a look at the diamond merchant he would then
tell me what the next move should be.
It happened as we had arranged, and when I went out he said it
was indeed a black-market man, a dealer in false passports and in
other shady matters. "Tell him to come here to-morrow morning
and tell him you'll introduce one of your friends to him and that
you want to make the deal through your friend. That's your last
condition. Leave the rest to me. I'll see the papers, no doubt of
that." I told that to the merchant after a little tittle-tattle. He
agreed; first, however, he wanted to make certain my friend wasn't
connected with the police. I assured him he wasn't.
"You'll see it's going to work out all right," the merchant said,
rubbing his hands that were as red as his face. Then suddenly I felt
sick of him and his nasty humble look, and of the two Poles who
calmly sat in pubs and drank and expected me to do the running
about, and I said the deal was off. I'll find something else. "You
don't trust me ? What's the matter ?" "I don't like it." He whined
and seemed so keen that I said let it be as it had been planned. He
named a different bar for the morning, and once more reminded
me about the American visa and my friend should say he being a
Frenchman would give him a hand to get his exit visa and I should
impress that on my friend. "All right," I said, "though I honestly
don't know why you're in such a funk." He said he was an old fox
and very cautious.
Now the curious coincidence, or coincidences, occurred, that
after Nona's departure I took a room in the first hotel where an
empty room was to be found. It was still dark, and only after I was a
few hours in the hotel I noticed that the hotel was on the Avenue
Leon Gambetta. That was a bad omen. Next morning 1 went to fetch
Yves at his flat. He lived on the Avenue Leon Gambetta, too, and
in the same building was the Ear Triomphe in which I met Van der
Bock and the wounded men. The merchant waited for us at the
Bar Lafayette, which was on Avenue Leon Gambetta, too. Enough to
put any normal man off; but that definition didn't include me at the
time.
The merchant and I sat in the bar, and at a table not far from
ours sat a woman and a fleshy man. They and the merchant were